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BOAST OF THE CLEVELANDITES. 
“We love him most for the enemies he has made.” 
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MR. BLAINE’S ACCEPTANCE. 

Mr. Biatne’s letter of acceptance has 
now been read throughout the length and 
breadth of the land, and the nation at large 
has had ample time to discuss it and 
to arrive at a sound conclusion 
to its statements and arguments, 


as to 
The pop- 
ular verdict is that no more masterly paper 
has ever been given to the country in the 
guise of a campaign document. Broad and 
comprehensive in its views, irrefutable in its 
arguments, fortified by statistics, and ani- 
mated throughout by the steady, loyal Re- 
publicanism of the writer, Mr. Blaine’s let- 
ter of acceptance is at once an exposition of 
the purest views and highest aims of the 
party, and a platform of political belief on 
which no true American need be afraid to 
stand. 

As the Tribune well says, no matter what 
result the present contest may have, it has 








already conferred 1 a lasting benefit upon the 
country in eliciting from a candidate a doc- 
ument which would have done honor to any 
president in our history, which will elevate 
the standard of public discussion for coming 
generations and which will raise the nation 
in the estimation of the wisest and best men 
of other lands. Mr. Blaine’s letter covers 
every possible inch of ground to be traversed 
in this campaign. He shirks no issue, but 
puts himself squarely on record with regard 
to every important question of the hour. As 
THE JupGE has before remarked, Mr. 
Blaine was never a man to take refuge in 
ambiguity or to attempt to evade the logical 
consequences of his own actsand convictions. 

There is not a word of uncertain sound in 
the whole letter. The effect of its perusal 
upon every unprejudiced mind must be an 
enhanced feeling of congratulation on the 
essentially wise choice of the convention that 
nominated Mr. Blaine. 





THE DEMOCRATIC TICKET. 


TuE Democratic Ticket is like a tad-pole— 
its tail is the biggest part of it. It is also 
like the kangaroo of Australia, which, when 
hotly pursued, gathers its young into its 
marsupial pouch, and, always with the aid 
of its tail, skips out of danger. A kangaroo 
without its tail would be a miserable animal 
indeed, a fit object for pity and contempt. 
So would the Democratic ticket. Indeed, 
many people are unkind enough to say that 
the Democratic ticket is rather piteous and 
contemptible anyhow—but how much more 
piteous and contemptible it would be with- 
out its tail Mr. Hendricks once ran in 
half-way decent company. It is not on 
record that Mr. Cleveland, during his short 
political career, has ever attempted to get 
his head out of the machine collar since the 
machine first thought it worth while to clap 
a collar round hisneck. Ah, well! Perhaps 
Curtis and the dear Dependents will pad it 
for him, and then it will not feel so galling! 





LOGAN’S ACCEPTANCE. 


GENERAL LoGAn’s letter, accepting the 
nomination for the Vice-Presidency, is man- 
ly, straightforward and to the point. With- 
out ambiguous phrases or the begging of any 
question it places before the people the wri- 
ter’s position on all the great questions of 
the hour, and on all General Logan is sound. 
The letter is a worthy supplement to Mr. 
Blaine’s masterly document. 





CLEVELAND'S BIOGRAPH ER. 


THE World congratulates Mr. William 
Dorsheimer in that it has fallen to his lot to 
be the biographer of Cleveland. THE 
JUDGE congratulates him also. If ever there 
was a soft billet—an ideal sinecure, as it 
were, it would be the writing of Cleveland’s 
political history. We can fancy Mr. Dors- 
heimer consulting his notes for the forth- 





coming biography. Stephen Grover Cleve- 
land, born—well, such atime. First heard 
of as Sheriff of Erie County. Hanged a man. 
(This last feat, as the most dramatic in his 
career, will probably occupy the largest por- 
tion of his biography.) Was elected Mayor 
of Buffalo. Did nothing particular. Was 
elected Governor of New York. Got tan- 
gled up with the machine and got himself 
disliked by vetoing popular and righteous 
measures, and omitting to veto unpopular and 
unrighteous ditto. Was nominated by the 
same machine as Democratic candidate for 
President in July, and was buried out of 
sight by the vote in November. 
in pace. 

‘Take back the virgin page,” Mr. Wil- 
liam Dorsheimer. There is Cleveland’s 
biography all ready to your hand in a nut- 
shell. 


Requiescat 








THE Herald grandiloquently calls Mr. 
Curtis’ meeting of Dependents “‘A death 
blow to Blaine.” People don’t die of 
mosquito bites so early in the season, 





** WHAT fools these mortals be,” and what 
an awful lot Puck himself doesn’t know 
about a variety of things— grammar, for 
instance. Our vivacious contemporary last 
week performed the journalistic feat of giv- 
ing the portraits of the three last speakers 
of the House. How could there be three 
last speakers? They didn’t all officiate 
simultaneously, did they? Maybe Puck 
knows; but it is a conundrum too hard for 
mere mortals. 





“*YE Gods, ye Gods, must I endure all 
this?” said Geo. Wm. Curtis the other day 
when he was formally introduced to the ring 
of Albany Lobbyists who are running Cleve- 
land, 





CUI BONO? 


THE wreck of another Arctic expedition 
has reached our shores. A few brave men, 
after unheard of sufferings and privations, 
have been rescued at the eleventh hour and 
brought back to civilization with the spark 
of life still lingering. The majority of their 
companions had already succumbed to the 
rigor of the arctic winter. And at the sacri- 
fice of so much brave life what result was 
accomplished? Lieutenant Lockwood suc- 
ceeded in penetrating four minutes’ of lati- 
tude further to the north than his predeces- 
sor did, and lost his life on that inhospitable 
shore in payment of his temerity. Only 
that and nothing more. 

Far be it from THE JupGE to belittle the 
achievement of those brave men. They have 
done nobly—wonderfully. Science will pre- 
serve the names of those who have laid down 
their lives in her service, and the world calls 
them heroes. But there are broken hearts 
and desolated homes at home, and the 
mourners are asking themselves if enough 
has not been attempted, if lives enough have 
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not been sacrificed in the always unavailing 
attempt to wrest the secrets from the icy 
grip of the Arctic. Is science a Juggernaut 
who must roll on her way over crushed lives 
and maimed bones? Sufficient has been dis- 
covered to demonstrate that no advantage to 
mankind can result from any further dis- | 
of the of the 


Whether there be an open Polar Sea—as 


covery secrets far north. | 
poor Greeley and his companions may be 
assumed to have proved at so fearful a cost— 
or whether the Palwocrystic Sea of the Eng- | 
lish Explorers locks the Pole forever from | 
the view of men, it is evident that the far 
north holds nothing of real utility to man- 


kind. 


be little more than an expression of scientific | 


Henceforth, Arctic explorations can 


curiosity—a morbid curiosity, we might well | 
term it, in view of the fatal results of such 
expeditions, life should 
be of more value than the guessing at the 


And since human 


unanswerable conundrums of nature, let us 
hope that no more lives will be sacrificed in 
fruitless, purposeless voyages to the Arctic. 





WHY THEY LOVE HIM. | 


*““We love him for the enemies he has | 
made,” Then | 
they love him for. the tears he has caused 
poor work girls to shed, for the added hours | 


say Cleveland’s admirers. 


of labor he has been the means of imposing 





on the laborer, for the heartless apathy, the | 
him the | 
foe of every man, woman, and child in this 
broad land who earns daily bread by the 
sweat of his brow. 

And do they love him for the friends he 
has made—for the Davidsons and ‘“ Hot” 
Thompsons; for the monopolists whose 
schemes he has helped out, for the ring of 
which he is the very humble servant? 

In that case we do not envy the likes and 
dislikes of Cleveland’s admirers. 


careless selfishness that have made 


THE Democrats 
have inaugurated 


and their Dependents 
a regular mud-slinging 
campaign. As far as the head of their ticket 
is concerned they are safe from reprisals. 
There is not enough of Cleveland, politically 
speaking, to sling mud at. ‘‘ Who breaks a 
butterfly upon the wheel? ” 

THE stampede from the Democratic ticket 
can no longer be called a bolt. It is all-per- 
vading, universal. With the exception of 
the ring that nominated him, the handful 
of scaly Republicans who have to swallow 
him or starve, and a few monopolists whom 
the Governor’s vetoes have enabled to con- 
tinue to grind down the poor, Cleveland has 
not a friend left among that section of the 
Democratic party who can read and reason. 


Mr. Scuvrz denies that he has a control- 
ing interest in a St. Louis German paper, 
which is advocating Blaine and refuses to 
stomach Cleveland. We congratulate our 
St. Louis contemporary. 











Reappearance of the precious crank who insists on worshipping accor- 
ding to the dictates of his own conscience, and making everybody else do 


the same! 


Sweet Country Cousins. 
THE sweet country cousins! oh, arn't they a treasure? 
So handy to have at vacation time! 

For paying one’s board is too costly a pleasure, 
When all can be had without spending a dime. 
How pleasant to live on rich cream and ripe berries; 
Fresh, golden-hued butter, and cakes light and 

warm, 

Free use of the horses, the carts and the wherries, 
Of sweet country cousins who live on the farm. 
How dear are the sweet country cousins in summer, 
How fragrant the meadow, romantic the down; 
But straightway your faces begin to grow glummer, 
At thoughts of their visit, next winter, to town. 

The theatre, the concert, the lecture, the money 
Expended in tickets—the thought gives a qualm; 
The sequel to summer is not quite so funny— 
Why don’t the sweet cousins remain on their 
farm? 


EDWIN F. STERN 


THE opposition is beginning to fight shy 
of Logan’s war record. They attempted to 
stir it up at first, but they soon dropped it. 
The more it was ventilated the more glorious 
it appeared. They now consider that it is a 
very good proverb which recommends that 
a sleeping dog be allowed to sleep. 


Henry WaArpD BEECHER reads the pray- 
ers ‘‘ for those at sea,” with special empha- 
sis now. It is supposed that he is referring 


to the Democrats. 





The Book of the Tribes of Columbia. 


CHAP. II 





His Sermo He 


He Seeketh 


T he Tigh Pri 2 


Kicketh ; 


in the Synaqoque; 
an Ash-Barrel. 


1. IN those times there lived in Brooklyn 
a High Priest of God, named Enryward, 
with the surname of Beecher. 

2. But, though he was a priest, he was 
not clean; nay, he was a muddy character, 
and had been mixed up in many shady affairs. 

3. Yea, even had he been brought before 
tne judges and been tried by the tribunal; 
but because he was the servant of the Lord, 
he was not impr‘soned. 

4. Now it came to pass that the people, 
having assembled to choose a ruler, made 
Blaine their choice. And when Enryward 
heard this, he arose and cussed, and was 
exceeding wroth. 

5. Yet he bided his time until the Sab- 
bath came, when he was to speak the Lord’s 
word. 

6. The Sabbath came; and the High 
Priest Enryward arose and went into the 
Synagogue. 

7. And behold, the faithful were gathered 
there to hear the word of the Lord. For 
they expected it from the mouth of their 
priest. 

8. And in that expectation those good 
people got left. 

9. For, when Enryward ascended into 
the pulpit, he spake naught of the holy word, 
but of matters which were not conceived of 
the prophets. 
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HIS OWN LITTLE 
The happy device of Mr. Timothy Longhead who contemplates Spending 


IDEA. 


Mrs. Pickerell’s Life Preserver. 
Mr. PicKerReELL and family were at the 
seaside, and as Mr. Pickerell and all the lit- 
tle Pike could swim like porpoises, Mrs. 
Pickerell determined to learn to do likewise 
or die in the attempt. 

For several summers she had 
made the same resolve, and she had fre- 
quently attired herself in her costume of red 
and white striped bed-ticking, and, looking 
quite picturesque, had stood upon the beach 
and listened to numerous long harangues 
from Mr. P. on the theory of locomotion 
through salt water. 

Unfortunately both Mrs. P. and the theo- 
| ries were upset every time an attempt was 
made to put them in practice, and this year 
Mrs. P. made up her mind she would com- 
mence proceedings on an entirely different 


basis. 





successive 


Before leaving town, and without consult- 
ing her husband, she purchased a new pa- 
tent rubber life-preserver. 

This (it was advertised) cou/d be worn 
under the bathing-suit; and Mrs. P. adjusted 
it accordingly, and exhausted all the wind 
from her lungs in endeavoring to inflate the 
machine. 


It must be confessed that her figure pre- 
sented a most unusual corpulency as she 
took her customary place on the beach, and 
prepared to listen to her husband’s annual 
mid-summer lecture. 

Mr. Pickerell near-sighted, but he 
could see enough to make him wonder what 


was 


afew weeks at Saratogo, and who is determined to have his trunk carefully | 
handled by the baggage smashers of our railroads. 


10. He spake of Blaine, and talked after 
this style: 

11. This Bla ne, whom the false 
wicked people of Columbia 
Arthur, the king, is the worst of 
the people. He is tattooed, and his record 
smelleth oniony, as does that of yours truly. 
Make not this man your king. For behold, 
I kick! 

12. And he kicked. 

13. And one Curtis did also kick; and so 
did a little monkey that was the property of 
Curtis 

14. And Beecher, the High Priest, said: 
Lo, I, a priest, denounce Blaine as a son of 
Belial. 

15. And the people looked upon Beecher, 
and perceived that he was not clean. 

16. So the people went their way, and left 
Beecher kicking, even as an ass doth kick. 

17. But of what avail was his kicking, in- 
asmuch as the people were not there to see, 
and only Curtis beheld him kick. 

18. At length Curtis ceased to exercise his 
hind legs as doth the untamed mule of the 
desert. 

19. And spake thus sorrowfully to Enry- 
ward: My friend, our kicking is out of the 
line of reason. None see us, and the ass of 
Balaam alone affordeth precedent for such 
foolery. 

20. Then Enryward answered him sadly, 
saying: Brother, thou sayest well. Let us | 
hide our heads in an ash-barrel. 

21. And for many days they journeyed | 
through the desert till they found a barrel. | 

22. And they stuck their heads in it. For | 
verily, such is the punishment of kicking. 
Selah! 


and 
have chosen to 
succeed 


Is it not therefore so, my brethren? 


A WATERY waste—diluting your whisky. 


“Tis of Thee.” 
I 
Come with thy cartoons dire 
I mean, sweet P 
Breathing abysmal fire 
I mean sweet P 
Low-Dutch commedian 
Though, with mugwumpian brow 
All thy brute pric 


thou, 


shall bow; 
I mean sweet Puck 


If. 
Come with thy reform shout, 
I mean sweet Puck 
Cry, ‘‘turn the rascals out,” 
I mean sweet Puch 
Yet thy envenomed pen 
Weighs not with manly men; 
Thou shalt be ‘ left 
I mean sweet Puch 


again, 


rit. 
Come when November's gray, 
I mean sweet Puck, 
srings on election day, 
I mean sweet Puck. 
Then mark that motley crew 
Called Independents true, 
Fast fading from the view; 
I mean sweet Puck. 


IV 
Come when the votes are polled, 
I mean sweet Puck, 
Come, see who then lies cold, 
I mean sweet Puck, 
Jones, and George William C., 
Godkin and Tammany, 
All the Democracy, 
I mean, sweet Puck. 


} . 
| | . 
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upon earth made his wife look so stout. 

But he asked no questions, and leading the 
way down to the raft or float, he assured her 
that if she would boldly plunge in, and 
strike out with arms and legs in the way he 
proceeded to illustrate, there could be no 
possible danger. 

Now this looked easy, and evidently Mrs. 
Pickerell had more confidence in her life- 
preserver than in her husband, for she ex- 
hibited a most unusual amount of courage. 

Saying to herself, now or never—she made 
a mighty effort, and, to the surprise of her 
husband actually jumped into deep water. 

But, alack and alas for the failure of all 
human calculations! 

In adjusting the preserver Mrs. P. had 
fastened it around her body much lower 
down than was originally intended, and the 
consequence was that, when she came to the 
surface, her feet were up and her head was 
down, which fact filled her husband with 
consternation and herself with salt water. 

Mr. Pickerell came to the rescue, but in 
spite of all endeavors he could not keep her 
right side up, and as fast as he would get 


“suro.” | her head out of the water over she would 

















(ee RRS 





























bob like a good-sized cork, and at last, be- 
coming exhausted, he grasped her by the 


hair of the head and towed her in to the | 


bath-house, where she came up the steps, 
puffing and blowing like a grampus. 

As soon as she could she sought the seclu- 
sion of her apartment, and for several days 
the salt water knew her no more. . 

But Mrs. Pickerell was a persevering fe- 
male, and as that life-preserver had cost her 
three dollars, she said to herself that 
didn’t propose to vive it up in that way. 

Carefully reading over the directions, she 
again adjusted the ‘‘ machine,” this time 
more successfully, and to Mr. P.’s surprise 
he one day found her on the beach, prepared 
to take another lesson in the mysterious art 
of swimming. 


she 


| sons are concerned. 


Go to the raft she would nof, but walk in | 


to the water from the beach she would, and 
did, and to her no small astonishment and 
delight she soon found herself afloat. Gain- 
ing confidence she began to kick about, and 
actually made some little progress through 
the water. Mr. Pickerell, who still knew 
nothing about the preserver, shouted bravo, 
and claimed the honor and glory of having 
at last taught Mrs. P. to swim. 


She wisely kept her mouth shut, partly on | 


account of its proximity to the salt water, 
and kicked about than 
before. 

This went on for several days, and Mrs. 
Pickerell was getting on s 


more Vigoronsly 


» bravely that no | 


one looked out for her particularly, when one | 


fine morning, she suddenly disappeared from 
view, and for a moment her absence was not 
missed. 

Then one of the little Pikes called out— 
‘Where is mamma?” And the question 
would probably have remained unanswered 
until this day, if Mr. P. had not seen a vi- 
sion of red and white bed-ticking appear 
near the surface of the water and as sudden- 
ly vanish from view. 


Consternation prevailed among the bath- 


ers, as Mr. Pickerell and two other gentle- 
men immediately dived in search of the 


missing woman. 

Presently one of them arose bearing a limp 
and apparently lifeless figure, that had been 
undergoing a process of shrinkage while in 
the water. 





Rolling her over a barrel and pouring 
brandy down her throat fortunately revived 
her, and then it was discovered that around 
her fairy-like form was clasped a flat and 
clammy india-rubber band. 

In some mysterious manner a small hole 
had been punctured in the preserver, and, 
without her knowing it, the air 


THE 
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lowing the laws of gravitation, she, 
taking a header, went below. 
Mr. Pickerell has 


become an 


: ! 
without 


Emeritus | 


Professor, as far as his wife’s swimming les- | 


As for Mrs. 


P. she con- 


fines herself almost entirely to sponge-baths, | 


and has not the courage to get into a bath- 
tub that contains water over two inches 
deep. 


Her oil-silk bathing-cap does duty as a 


sponge-bag, and her bathing-suit has been 
converted into scrap-bags, while her horror 
of the ocean and of life-preservers is as 
boundless as the sea itself. 





HARPER’S 


REAL SECRET OF DISSATIS- 


FACTION, 


Tales of My Grandmother. 


TALE NO, VII. 


GRANDMA liked the Shelbourne Hotel, 
and as she was really much enchanted, after 
our voyage and subsequent adventures, she 
resolved to remain afew days. Aunt Prissy 
and I were sent out sight-seeing. Grandma 
made a table d’hote acquaintance, a young 
Irish barrister, and they seemed to afford each 
other endless amusement. Ile it was who 








Hocker th! Styler. hoy, I see you 
still stich 10 ur Silk Tle, \ uw, for my 
| part, L always wear a white hat after the first 
of Ju ly. / 4 nk a black One makes VOU look 
marriage, I don’t understand the connec- 
tion myself—never did—but I put it down 
in his own words. He also said he was con- 
nected with the Royal Family, as the 
Queen’s husband was god-father to his sis- 
ter’s husband’s sister, and he said his 
father’s tenantry were the finest body of 
men in the world, that they were all 
through of the one tribe related and con- 





| remember the name of it. 


brought her a taste of real Irish potheen, or | 


illicit spirits, who made her eat everything 
at table, from native ovsters to “Teddy 
Fogarty’s patty,” as he called ‘* Pate de foie 
gras.”” Ile it was who said Aunt Prissy and 
" were donkeys, because we were going to 
oray, a bon mot which grandma remem- 
bered and repeated to the last day of her 
life. He escorted her to the review in the 
Park in hone. of the Queen’s birthday, and 
saug comic songs for her in the evening till 
her hair stood on end—but whatever he did 
in g..andma’s eyes was sure to be right. 
told her that his father and 
Connaught men, but that he was their only 


| child, barrin’ seven more sons, who died in 


had es- | 


caped while she was in deep water; and, fol- | 


their infancy. So he and his sister were the 


| the Park, the Princess of Wales, and 
| other things and people. 
1a debate 


He | 


mother were | 


only two that came to perfection, for so he | 


expressed it. I think even grandma found 
his family history complicated. He said 
his father was the prince of something, I 
forget what, and that he was twice married, 
first time to his mother, Who was cousin’s 
aunt to his step-mother’s sister-in-law by 


} 
| 


| 
| 


nected, and had done more murders and 
depredations from time immemorial than 


any other tenantry in Ireland. He did 
much to make our Irish visit pleasant for 
us, but was much annoyed at Aunt Prissy’s 
stern resolve not to penetrate the wilds of 
Connemara on ig-car. He 


an Trish jauntin 

us off by mail steamer from Kingstown, 
and I think grandma was most truly sorry 
to leave Ireland 


8a‘, 


and ler devoted Esquire. 


Grandma had an old friend settled in 
Wales; so we paid a visit to her first, going 
straight there from Holyhead. It was a 


country place, spelled with four ys, five ns, 
six ms, a d, two fs, and ane, but I do not 
‘rom there we 
we saw the Tower, 
Madame ‘Tussaud’s, 
many 
We went to hear 
in the House of Parliament; my 
grandma was much horrified at it, but boy- 
like, 1 was highly amused. The members 
were certainly abusing each other after a 
manner that was more emphatic than cour- 
teous or dignified; we retired after a time, 
but we were told that they would not give 
it up for many hours -in fact, that it was a 
common practice for them to remain up all 
night indulging themselves and each other 
with these amenities. 

We next proceeded via Dover and Calais, 
intending to stay for a time in Paris; there 
our troubles really began. Aunt Prissy was 
the only one of our party who really spoke 
French and could make herself understood— 
grandma thought she knew best and always 
insisted on trying, to the no small bewilder- 
ment of the natives. She had a plan of 
Frenchifying her English, which did not 
seem to make it plainer or elucidate her 


went to London, where 
Westminster Abbey, 
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CONEY ISLAND. 





TITIRERRRR REET TET 
TTT | 





1. Before bathing Squibbs takes the precaution of hanging 


the keys to h 


around his neck. 


meaning; for 


instance, **Quoney moi une 
petite verrr de water,” which command, 
thrice reiterated, induced the waiter to 
fetch her a glass of ‘*‘ Eau de vie.” At last 
she decided she hated France, found Ger- 
many worse, and, as Martin fully agreed 


with her, she resolved to return to London, 
leaving me to the care of an English travel- 
ling tutor, who had two other spirits more 
wicked than myself in his charge. This was 
my first separation from grandma, but as it 
is her story not my own | am telling, I will 
pass over my two months’ tour and relate 
only our meeting in London. Grandma 
Was so pleased with me when we met again. 
I had learned the use of the razor, as well as 


the French language. I could now smoke 
cigars and play rouge-et-noir. I dressed 
like a dude and owed a few very long bills, 


but Aunt Prissy, bless 
that, and grandma. thought much 
improved, nd for my part I felt quite a 
man, and even Martin blushed when I kissed 
her, and grandma said severely, ‘‘ You are too 
old for that nonsense now.” But she treated 
me as a child when [ told her my love for 
Coralie, and as usual I had to go to Aunt 
Prissy forsympathy. but we had not much 
time for dreaming, for grandma had settled 
the day for our return, and almost as soon 
as I had rejoined them we embarked from 
Liverpool on our memorable return journey. 
It was then grandma first met Mr. Haugh- 


her, soon settled all 
me so 


ton. He was a peer’s son, and had an Honor- 
able before his name. He was going to 


reside in New York. He was about thirty 
years of age, and had a long fair beard. He 
was very particular in his attentions both to 
grandma and Aunt Prissy, and even my 
unworthy self came in for acertain share in 
his kindness, 7. ¢., he gave me cigars and 


s dressing room checks for valuables, ete 


| - 
New 


| to reason, so Aunt 


» Ctc., Re 


won my money in the smoking-room, where 
we played cards pretty constantly. He 
spent a good deal of time tucking up grand- 
ma’s feet and moving her chair from place 
to place and hanging over it. He always sat 
by her at meal times, and handed her up 
and down stairs. I remember when grandma 
told me he was coming to stay with us in 
York. She thought me very rude 
when I said, ‘* It was a pity he was not her 
grandson instead of me.” But I never liked 


him, why I cannot tell—but he had a way of | 


stroking his beard and caressing the cuffs of 
his shirt that was specially irritating to me. 

Then he used to monopolize Aunt Prissy 
and that made me jealous, and for the first 
time I was glad when grandma found fault 


| with her and told her that she was making 


herself very remarkable by the way she Went 
m with Mr. Hanghton, and that it was very 
bad taste on her part, for he evidently did 
not care for her society, and at any rate their 
marriage would be most unsuitable in every 
way. It was vain for Aunt Prissy to say she 
neither wished or tried to attract him or 
marry him either; grandma would not listen 
Prissy stuck to me and 
quietly dropped Mr. Haughton, who from 
that time became more devoted than ever in 
his attentions to grandma’s chair. 


I confess I had no little fun watching | 


| 
| 
f 


them during the voyage. I wrote verses 
about them which gave Aunt Prissy and me 
a hearty laugh. ‘They began like this: 

‘* He loves it, he loves it, and who shall dare 

To hinder him carrying grandmamma’s chair; 

He settles the footrest on which she lies, 

And he leans on the back while he whispers and 


sighs 


iy we 
em \' 
\\ 





Out in deep water the weight is too much and rather upsets him. 


He must have the matter some way at heart, 
For that chair and himself are never apart; 
And even to touch it the steward don't dare— 


For a sacred thing is grandmamma’s chair. 


But, after all, the voyage was monoto- 
nous, and we were all glad to be landed safe 
at home. Aunt Prissy most of all, I think, 
excepting, of course, Martin, who hated 
traveling and discomfort, and loved New 
York and Johnny Jenkins. 





AN esthetic too-too little dearie 
Was anxious to live, like a Peri, 
On perfumes and dew; 
3ut it did not quite do, 
And in less than a week she grew weary. 


For it was not a strengthening diet, 
She felt hungry and could not deny it. 
Sut she soon found relief 
In a sirloin of beef, 

And advises sesthetics to try it. 


THERE was a young landlord of Kerry, 
Who was fond of good living—yes, very; 
But his rents were not paid, 
So one day, it was said, 
He had nothing to eat but a berry. 
THERE was a young lady named Lota. 
Who determined to publish her photo., 
But when papa was told, 
All the copies she’d sold, 
She denied the transaction in toto. 





CoLoNEL GoODENOUGH has gone on his 
sual summer yachting expedition. This 
vear he has taken a sheep and a hen on 
board, as he wishes to have a fresh egg and 
a kidney for his breakfast every morning. 






























































Monographs. 


THE CRACK O’DOOM. 
O! fresh-crowned hero of the Democratic band, 
I tune my lyre and my Muse command 
lo do what honor in my pen may lie, 
To thee, and to thy sudden aspiration 
To be the god of party adulation; 


QO! thou of mushroom growth but great rotundity! | 


Thine is ambition’s longing fire 

To mount the chair of the great sire 
Of our presidential race. But weight alone, 
Misogynist of nearly twenty stone, 

Hath with the public very little heft; 

And thus, I fear me, valiant speculator 

In eccentricities of human nature, 
Thy claims are scarce sufficient to entitle thee 
To hope next fall for \ ictory. 
And so, sweet Grover, my honest Muse inspires me 
Ahou wilt vet left! 


To calmly prophesy 


“Made over for the retail trade.” 
Posing for effect—a goat ready to butt. 


A military man’s favorite sport—sword- 
fishing. 


Dancing is said to increase the size of the 
feet. What terribly cumbersome feet some 
of the snobs must have who are always danc- 
ing attendance on the great! 


Housewife—‘‘ Why does your milk look so 
blue these days, Mr. Schalk? It never has 
been quite so bad as now.” 

Milkman (apologetically) — ‘‘ Well, you 
see, mum, our cow has lost its calf. She 
nat’rally feels rather blue over it, and | 
s’pose it affects the milk more or less. Can’t 
account for it any other way—lI use the same 
pump [I allers have. 


‘« By acting too quickly we often give im- 
pulse to forces, which, if left alone, will 
exhaust themselves and do no harm.” We 
believe this implicitly. What’s the use of 
kicking a fool when he can’t appreciate the 
impulse that led to the action. 


The 
HATEVER ca 


Did he tell her 


She had 


State of New York. 
New York ss. 
James G. Blaine ) 
Vs. -Ins and Outs. 
Grover Cleveland 
It is hereby agreed that the above entitled 
action stand continued until the first 
Tuesday in November next. 
G. O. P., att’y for Blaine. 
D. P., att’y for Cleveland. 


| 

A Virginia cat is reported to be rearing 
two young foxes along with her litter of kit- 
tens. Those young reynards were evidently 
born for some good purr—puss. 


Rolliboy (extra heavyweight)—‘“ This hot 
weather wilts me. I agree with the philoso- 


| pher that all flesh is grass.” 


Scraggles (facetious featherweight) — 
‘*You’d make a prize haystack, then, if only 
you were well dried.” 

Rolliboy (witheringly)—*‘ And you’d make 
the needle that never could be found in me. 

‘‘T can water stock as well as the rest of 
‘em,” says the honest farmer, as he carries 
the pail around among his cattle. 


Have you ever noticed that when a crowd 
of weary excursionists are waiting to be con- 
veyed home there is always some man to be 
found who will stand on the track by the 

| hour and dilligently wear out his eyes look- 
ing for the train; which, after all, steams 
into sight from the opposite direction with 
not a spare seat on board even for the con- 
summate idiot who’s been looking the wrong 
way for it witha patient asininity as remark- 
able as it is not rare? 

Some long-headed old chaps on either side 
believe that to carry the next election will be 

'no light matter. Some “boys” hope it 
will be a good deal of torch-light matter. 

A PitrspurGH journal declares that there 
will be a special, superfine corner in heaven | 
for newspaper humorists. That editor must | 

| be a Universalist. 


n mean these mysteriou ion 

They are black on a groundworl yel 

They would seem to be nothing but many line 
To an ignorant ‘‘ Melican” fellow 

But would a ‘‘Chinee”’from their chaos extract 
A prayer unto Joss or Brahma 

Or a love-song, wherein stated as fact 
That the author’s irl is the boss charme! 

Do they tell how upon the fair Yang-tse-Kiang, 
Gin-Sling took his daisy out sailin 


been his particular failing? 
% x % x % 
I called on a friend of linguistic turn, 
And asked him to read me the riddle: 
My feeble conjectures he, laughing, did purn 
‘It’s as easy a ‘ Hey diddle diddk 
‘By these signs your celestial extractor of dirt 
Here shows that you owe him a dollar 
For washing ten stockings, twelve cuffs and a shirt 
And greasing your celluloid collar.” 
S. D: 6. IR: 


Chinese Question. 





that always her name was | p Bang, 


Notable Members of Congress. 


Whom the Fenians love best to wear and 
the Orangemen love best to tear—Green. 
Than whom we could spare a better man 
Weller. | 
Who, when he takes an opponent in debate, 
finishes him——Skinner. 





Will reap what the House sows—-McCor- 
mick. 

Whom the House will never set the Poto- | 
mac on—TI*yar. 


The only member with a historic bend 
Milliken. 
The best man to keep the Ilouse from 
drifting into useless disc Cabell. 
Most useful on a whitewashing commit- 
tee of misinvestigation—W hiting. 
Most capable of stranding members in | 
debate——Beach. 
Preeminently the man of the House— | 
Ilouseman. 
Has the poorest excuse for not answering | 
to his name—Caldwell. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ssl0ons 


Hardest for old Judge Ke lly to get over 
Hill. 


Best Liked by Judge Lynch 


Hemphill. 


Shines only in the night sessions—Luna. 
Has no occasion to be born again—Well- 
born. 

One of the coming men—Campbell. 
With whom most of the members are wil- | 
ling to put up—Willard. | 
Most liked by the pages—Nutting. 
Can throw most light on a subject—Ray. 


Tierce. 

Most useful to the presidential plotters— 
Weaver. 

W hose labors are appreciated by the ereat- 
est number of their fellow members—Brewer, 
Cook. 

Only member absent not able to take his 
seat till May—Greenleaf. 

Has all the seasons for his own—Thomson. 

To whom members apply for inspiration 
and consolation—Barr. 

Best man for the previous question— 
Pryor. 


Goes ae epest into a subject 
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Tey have been having an attack of ‘““The 
Rajah” out in San Francisco. 

The ’Friscans don’t seem to tackle kindly 
to the play, although they are loud in their 
praises of Marie Burroughs, whois the latest 
exponent of the part of Gladys Wyncot. 

Miss Burroughs emanated from California, 
and that partly accounts for the newspaper 
rhapsody over her “‘large, lambent eyes, 
pliant, willowy figure, and occasional startled 
fawn manner.” 

Miss Kate Forsyth, too, came from Cali- 
fornia here, and according to the Argonaut’s 
standard of beauty, she is “‘quite the most 
beautiful Parthenia that has ever been that 
way.” 

If this be true, we are sorry for the other 
females that attempted the part there. 

MISS Forsyth hac cortainly a rather fine 
stage presence and an engaging manner— 
but in the east she has never been called 
beautiful, at least not in print. 

Verily, a prophet, now-a-days finds honor 
in his own country and among his own kin- 
dred. 

As for Mrs. Langtry, she is called a 
‘* charming lady and a passable actress.” 


—————————— — 


| rather lively 


THE JUDGE. 





On July 14th the ‘‘ Orpheus and Eury- 
dice” troupe with Vanoni, Digby Bell, etc., 
in the cast, opened at ‘‘ The Baldwin,” vice 
“The Rajah” departed. So much for 
’Frisco. 

At this season of the year THE JUDGE is 
obliged to travel all about the country, in 
order to attend any popular plays. 

New York is as dead as a herring, as far 
as theatricals are concerned. 

Lulu Hurst has managed to keep things 
around Wallack’s, and the 
Aronsons and McCaull are doing the same 
at the Casino, but these small riots, although 
some of their characteristics are very drama- 
tic, scarcely belong to the legitimate. 

Aimee’s dates appear to have been changed. 
She is now announced to open at the Fifth 
Avenue Theatre in December, in Jessop and 
Gill’s comedy “‘ called ‘* Mam/zelle.” 

On August 11th, Derrick’s ‘*‘ Twins” will 
be given at Wallack’s, and after that the 
various other theatres will one by one fall 
into line and show signs of returning life. 

Marie Jansen has appeared at the Criterion, 
London, and so has Isabel Everson—but 
the latter is not considered to be much of an 
addition to the Wyndham Company. 

Lotta and Minnie Palmer will soon be here, 
that is, if the same ocean can hold them 
both—and Lotta will do her ‘‘ Nitouche” a 
? anglais, while judic will show us the 
French of it. 





The Four Susans, 
OR 


TRICKS OF THE TRADES. 





NO. 1, THE CARPENTER’S SUSAN, 





She has now gone from our gaze like a | 


beautiful dream, and as there is nothing new 
to be said about her until she reaches Eng- 
land or drowns, we take it for granted that 
what the Argonaut says is true, and believ- 
ing the public are not yet tired of the Lang- 
try subject, we quote the following paragraph 
concerning her recent San Francisco invest- 
ments: 


** She bought while here, a number of costly Jap- 
anese costumes, in which she intends to ‘‘stun” 
the Londoners when she returns to their big village 
across the waters. As part of her Oriental outfit, 
Mrs. Langtry was very anxious to engage a Japa 
nese lad to serve as her page, and actually succeeded 
in finding a bright youngster who agreed to accept 
her terms. Just as the bargain was about complet 
ed, however, the Jap found that he would be re 
quired to dress in his native costume when engaged 
in house-hold duties. Strange to say, he objected 
strenuously to this, and declared that nothing could 
tempt him to ever again wear anything but the cos- 
tume adopted by the people of the Western nations. 
He proved the truth of his assertion by refusing to 
accept the place upon this condition, although he 
was offered a handsome advance of wages if he 
would consent. Baffled in her efforts to get a youth- 
ful Jap, Mrs. Langtry determined to try her luck 
in Chinatown, and among the dollar-lovers of that 
region she of course succeeded. Seeing a pretty 
boy, of about eleven years, she offered to hire him 
from his father, a well-to-do shopkeeper, and the 
latter willingly entered into negotiations. The result 
was a contract for three years, during which time 
she is to pay a tidy wage for the lad, and dress him 
according to her own taste—and at her own expense. 
She at once expended nearly $400 in buying a lot 
of gorgeous Chinese clothes for the little ‘page, and 
then gave the extra matinee on Friday to offset the 
cost of this whim. Between the acts of that mati 
nee the youngster was taken behind the scenes and 
formally delivered over to her; and as he was bed 
izened in his best bib and tucker for the o« casion, 
he looked for all the world like an animated picture. 
As little Ah Something-or-other knows scarcely more 
of English than Mrs. Langtry does of Chinese, the 
two are struggling hard to find some communicable 
medium of speech or gesture.” 





Wuo drove five nails my eyeballs through, 
And sawed our youngest child in two, 
And dressed her hair with liquid glue— 

My Susan. 

NO. 2, THE MERCHANT'S SUSAN. 

Who sent to claim each little bill 
And took my money from the till, 
And spent it all against my will— 

My Susan. 


NO. 8. THE BLACKSMITH’S SUSAN. 
Who, when I had the iron red, 
Left it, and hammered me instead, 
And on the anvil shaved my head— 
My Susan. 


NO. 4. THE DRUMMER’S SUSAN. 
Who kept so close an eye on me, 
I never was an instant free 
To ogle any other she- 
Than Susan. 


A MORNING wrapper—the bell-boy. 


THE fact of the matter is that the Demo- 
crats are the only absolutely inn—dependent 
voters. 


THE Republicans are boycotting Puck for 
its assaults on Blaine. It is a case of tit 
for tat—too. 


‘*Ben Butver is fond of clam-chowder,” 
says acontemporary. It doesn’t make much 
odds what he is fond of, so long as he has to 
eat crow. ° 


_THERE is a new appropriateness, now, 
since the late convention, in calling Allan 
G. Thurman “ the no—blest Roman cf them 
all.” 





A Ballad of the Ballet. 


LET us te]! you in a hurry 
That her name was Sarah Murray, 
Though as Sally in this ballad she’ll be known, 
And we hope she will excuse us, 
For the freedom that we use is 
Rather much for short acquaintance we will own. 


Yes, a waitress was our Sally, 
Just a slave in the cook’s galley, 
Much less redolent of roses than of stews: 
True, she had romantic yearnings, 
Sut it took most of her earnings, 
To keep her in striped stockings and in shoes, 


Still, she had some small romances, 
Made of giggles and of glances, 

When the clerks sat down with weak pretense of 
While with ham bones they did dally, [phlegm, 
They would ogle pretty Sally, 

And pretty Sally she would ogle them. 


How she did pass out and enter, 
Undulating down the center 

Of the halls of dazzling hash, amid the talk, 
With a smile that seemed eternal, 
Just as in the London Journal 

All the duchesses invariably walk. 


Sut when the clerks had quitted, 

The corned-beef brigade had flitted, 
Leaving only wrecks of ‘‘ tucker” in the halls, 

She stood a lonely figure— 

Not unlike Macauley’s nigger 
A-surveying of the ruins of St. Paul’s. 


Well, she went into the ballet, 
Did our sentimental Sally, 

And she got a pound a week, or thereabout— 
But she found no one to court her, 
Save an amorous light-porter. 

But Sally had a preference for stout, 
Oh, a curse upon the ballet, 
And alas for silly Sally, 

For her husband drew her cheque, which he did 
Ev’ry pay-night in strong liquor, [smash 
And would then come home and kick her 

Oh, romantic girls take warning—stick to hash. 


- —Sydney Bull tin. 





My Vacation. 


It. 

AFTER a formal introduction all around, 
grandfather said grace, thanking the Om- 
nipotent most fervently for the good things 
for which his son-in-law was raising a full 
crop of corns inside his brawny hands, and 
then we sat down to break our fast. The 
hospitable oil-cloth covered board groaned 
under the pressure of twenty-four elbows. 
But the menu! Ye Romans, hark! At my 
end of the table there was a magnificent ar- 
ray of stewed dried-apples, slap-jacks and 
molasses; in the middle a luxurious plenti- 
ousness of slap-jacks, molasses and stewed 
dried apples; and, at the further end, under 
the immediate supervision of the smiling 
hostess, who gloried in a gigantic corporeal 
calibre, flourished in unblushing ostentation 
a munificent superabundancy of molasses, 
stewed dried-apples and slap-jacks! 

Laws! what an onslaught they made! 

Talk about your Waterloo—pshaw! no 
comparison at all. And I fear had not their 
attentions been partially divided between 
the toothsome viands and myself, some seri- 
ous gastronomic accidents must needs have 
resulted. 

As their plebeian visages gradually disap- 
peared under a generous coating of the sac- 
charine fluid, their optical organs assumed a 
more fierce and lurid glare, and I actually 
became apprehensive of possible cannibal- 
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THE JUDGE. 





THE HOUSE AFIRE. 
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THE MAN WHO NEVER 


THROWS THE PIANOFORTE OUT OF 


ism. 
gestion, and their hunger appeared unap- 
peasable. Their personal appearances while 
attending to the exigencies of life were evi- 
dently of secondary consideration, for they 
wore no other garments than those which 
were absolutely necesssary for the preserva- 
tion of primitive decorum. 

Juliana, who had been specially detailed 
to administer to my wants and to anticipate 
my wishes, asked in tones mellifluous, like 
those of a fog-horn, full of aduct pathos— 
‘*Say-eer, didjer want er slicer ham-an- 


yo 
egos? 


"I desired a soft-boiled egg and a cup. 
‘Pap, didjer wanter egg, too?” 
‘*Eggs-actly,” he said; this alleged joke 

(B. €., 27,003) was received with the most 

uproarous applause. I felt sad, and in try- 

ing to smile, tears bedimmed my eyes, and 
my lips felt as if I had been chewing tan- 
nine. 

‘‘Purty good, don’tjer reckon?” he ask- 
ed, being anxious to have me express my ap- 
preciation of his pun—‘‘ eh, isn’t it?” 

“What?” 

‘That ’ere joke er mine, hey? 

“What joke?” I asked. 

‘What joke! didn’tjir hear it? 
actly! Ha, hi, haw!” 

** Ah, yes, I see,” I replied; ‘‘ eggs-traor- 
dinarily good!” 

I had no sooner committed this henious 
crime than I felt as mean and degraded as 
the captain of the Pinafore; and the roof 
was raised at least two inches by the irresisti- 
ble impetus of the storm emanating from a 
dozen molasses gargling throats. The 
‘pap ” rolled himself on the chicken-regis- 


” 


Ex /¢ {/S- 


I 


| 


| 


| 


} 


*LOSES HIS 


HE WINDOW AND CARRIES THE 


Their appetites proclaimed no indi- | tered floor, the *‘ gran’mam” threatened to 
into convulsive hysterics, while her | 


dive 
numerous satelitious progeny were writhing 
in a promiscuous conglomeration in a corner, 
emitting such uproarous screeches of raptur- 
ous mirth and hilarity that reminded me of 
of a Democratic caucus in Kansas. Midst 
all this deafening cachination I thought I 
distinguished the braying of a mule, but, on 
turning in the direction from whence the 
sounds emanated, I beheld ‘‘ gran’pap” 


|swaying to and fro and most industriously 


producing those asinine tones. 

Had I been guilty of so disgusting and 
outrageous a pun in New York I should 
surely have been proclaimed a bore, but out 
here in the ‘“‘ deestrics” I was immediately 
transformed into a lion! 

I treated the egg with all the retinement 
possible, which was a decided innovation at 
that board, for one and all watched me in 
mute astonishment. The “pap” tried to 
follow my example, but failed most igno- 
miniously when he endeavored to scoop the 
egg from the cup with the blade of his 
knife! 
several occasions, but fortunately we were 
saved from witnessing that sanguinary per- 
formance. 

I left the table, and, stepping from the 
porch, I found myself on the ‘‘lawn of ex- 
quisite viridity.” 


constituents to consist of a tangled labyrinth 


of smartweed, fire-plant, horse-radish, dog- 
fennel, dandelion, skunk-cabbage, and 
‘‘hogs’-ears; ” the latter produced the “ ex- 
quisite viridity.” Strofling towards the 
‘* majestic arboretum,” I found that to con- 
sist of two crooked sun-flower stalks, a cat- 


HEAD.” 


FEATHER BED DOWN THE STAIRS. 


nip bush and an ancient stalk of Indian 
corn. My attention was now attracted to 
the * luxuriant urbustum ”—ye gods! a sour 
apple-tree struck by lightning careened in 
melancholy solitude! and the ‘* sanitive and 
vivific evcalyptus globulus” was only con- 


spicuous by its absence. 


On inspection I found its | 


[ expected him to cut his throat on | 


But the ** sparkling, translucent brook ” I 
should probably never have discovered it, 
had I not that morning cut several trans- 
verse slits into my foot-gear of the ‘‘ tooth- 
pick” order, to ease a rebellious corn situ- 
ated on the nor’nor’east corner of my dex- 
tral pedal extremity. I was fortunately 
lucky. Becoming conscious of a mysterious, 
spontaneous irrigation in that interesting 
region of my anatomy, I carefully scrutin- 
ized the soil and discovered the ‘* brook: ” 
it astonished me, for it had a decidedly 
tobacco-juice hue and and an odoriferous- 
ness ammonical and slightly emphreumati- 
cal. I failed to discover the source of this 
wonderful stream, but filled a small vial 
with the fluid; the chemist who made a 
careful analysis of it in hopes of finding some 
valuable and until now unknown chemical 
or remedial properties, said that ammonia 
predominated, and expressed his opinion 
that as a fertilizer it was par excellence. 
While searching for the source of these mys- 
terious ‘‘ piscatorial appurtenances ”—pisca- 
torial nature being represented by numerous 
tadpoles—I accidentally ran across the ‘* fa- 
cilities for the stabulation of equine and asi- 


nine solipods;” this grand monument of 
modern architecture was constructed with 


four posts, surmounted by a mildewed straw 
roof, perforated as liberally as a porous 
plaster. 
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THE JUDGE. 





Under this antedeluvian edifice a sort 0’ 
Barnum’s what-is-it slumbered, in spite of 
the flies and gnats. Long and with variable 
emotions did I gaze upon this ‘sleeping 
beauty;” and I’m sure he was dreaming of 
rich pasture s, golden meadows and a mule- 
elysium lavishly furnished, with cornucopia- 


like mangers, for I could see his asinine lips | 


part in angelic smiles, while his physical an- 
atomy was assidiously and with unwavering, 


Jogardus-aim, kicking blue-bottles into the | 


next Congressional district. GEORGE DEAR. 


( To be Continued. ) 





Old Parker’s too Previous Boy. 


OLp PARKER—he was not over fifty, but 
evervbody had got into the habit of calling 
him * old,” and had so called him for fifteen 
years—was reading his favorite paper, The 
‘Bunastarter: and, as usual, his ten-year-old 
hopeful got in on him with his double-back- 
action pumping gear, so to put it. 





School Day Reminiscenses. 

Own occasions of great moment, such as an 
unexpected holiday, the spirits of the boys 
had to find vent in some way, and it was not 
always strictly in accordance with the rules. 
The evening before one of these events | 
had obtained permission to wake the boys 
with a drum, as the teacher in charge 


thought this would do the work more thor- | 


oughly, on account of its novelty, than the 
bell ordinarily used. At six o'clock, 
promptly, I was up, and without stopping 
to dress, I took the drum and started down 
the corridor, hammering with all my might. 
This, of course, brought all the rest of the 
boys to their doors, when one of them tooka 


| tin whistle by way of a fife, and fell in be- 


Hopeful. Pa, what’s ‘straddling the | 
blind?’ ” 
©. P. ‘Straddling the blind?’ Why, 


straddling a blind horse, or one of the win- 
dow-blinds; anything of that kind.” 


Hopeful.—** I guess that ain’t it, pa—not 
much.” 

O. P.—‘‘ What then—what makes you 
ask?” 

Hupeful. ‘Cause the butcher and an- 
other man was talking, and I heard the 


butcher tell the other man that old Parker 
‘straddled the blind’ every time and was a 
hard man to buck against.” 

OG. 2. 


hind me, playing the ‘“‘ Rogues March.” <A 
ery of ‘‘fall in” was raised, and soon the unu- 
sual spectacle was presented of seventy-five 
boys in airy costumes solemnly marching to 
the music of that suggestive melody. We 
went down stairs, out and on the play-ground, 
and started to go around it, but hadn’t got 
more than half way, when a teacher came 
out in a state of rage and dishabille, 
commanding us to return at once, which we 
did, but without breaking line, and fifing 
and drumming all the way. 

It was well for us that we had as much 
fun out of it as we did, for our holiday was 
taken from we concluded that our 
lark hardly paid. 


us, 80 


EvEN the awful authority of the principal 


| did not exempt him from being made the 


blind mule he owned years ago that nobody | 


could ride only me, because he bucked so. 
I’d forgotten about that mule—my stars! 
how he would buck! I think he’d a bounced 
any Injun that ever lived, or any Kentucky 
nigger that ever straddled a mule! Ken- 
tucky is a great place for mules, Bob——” 

** Hopeful.—‘* Huh! that hain’t nothing 
to do with it’t all, pop. What’s Injuns and 
niggers and mules and Kentucky got to do 
with ‘straddling the blind,’ huh?” 

O. P.—‘* Well, if you know better about 
the queer things you ask about than I do, 
what makes you ask me? Now, clear out, I 
want to read.” 

Hopeful.—‘‘ Cause I wanted to see if you 
knowed, pop = know.” 

O. P.—* Well, all right, if you do. Now, 
clear; and let me get through this editorial.” 

** Hopeful. —** Give it up, do you?” 

O. P.—‘* Git, you confounded 
1’]}]|——” 

Hopeful struck for the door as his dad’s 
feet came off the chair on which they had 
rested, and from his coign of vantage in the 
open gangway, vociferated: 

‘* Straddling the blind’ is doubling up on 
the ‘blind,’ pop; and the‘ blind’ is what a 
fellar goes “fore the cards is chucked round. 
If the ‘ blind’s’ two pennies, the ‘ straddle’s ’ 
four. Do you catch on, po——’ ’ 

Before the ‘*p” was pronounced his dad 
was on his feet, but Bob was on the skip 
then and going like a quarter-horse, which 
well enough pleased his father, who re- 
marked: 

**'That boy is too previous by a long shot: 
all the to-day’s boys are. I shouldn’t won- 
der if the little upscullion plays draw; he 
seems to know something about it.” Then 
he plunged into an editorial disquisition on 
the importance of forest preservation, which 
he had been wrestling with when interrupted 
by young Hopeful. 


boy. or 








Ce € | butt of an occasional practical joke. 
<¢Qh! |] spose he meant an old | } 


Once, 
I remember, when his horse and buggy were 
at the door, waiting to take him to a funeral 
where he was to officiate (he being a clergy- 
man as well as a principal), an impish boy 
unbuckled the reins at the bit, crossed, and 
unfastened them. Mr. 8. came out, 
climbed laboriously into the buggy, and 
started at the furious rate of three miles an 
hour. The old horse knew the way out, 
and so there was no trouble until he came 
to where the reed forked. Mr. S., wishing 
to go to the right, pulled that rein, but the 
superannunated animal solemnly took the 
left. Our principal stopped, backed out 
with a good deal of trouble, and tried again 
—but with the same result. Once more he 
backed and tried, this time using the whip 


soon 


| tercher who tried 





together with some emphatic language, but | 


the old beast still went wrong and was 


brought up with a jerk; but this time our | 
worthy preceptor seemed to suspect some- | 


thing, for he pulled one line, then the 
other, got out and changed them, whipped 
up and rattled away, disappearing in a cloud 
o1 dust. 


THERE was at one time a considerable 
scare about ghosts at our school; strange 
noises being heard at different times, in our 
room especially, so that for a long time none 
of the fellows would go near the place alone 





after dark; but these stopped, and as weeks 


passed this folly partially wore off, and some | 


of the bolder ones would venture in, so as to 
read the forbidden dime novel in security. 
Having overheard a scheme of this sort, my 
chum and I resolved to try to revive the 
scare, and so keep the place for ourselves. 
To this end we procured an old leather | 
shot-pouch, hung it bottom upward from the 
ceiling, and suspended a large tin pan by | 


the handles directly under its mouth. Then | 


| 


we tied a string to the pouche’s stopper, | 


door, drew the string tight from the out- 
side, made it fast to the door-knob and re- 
tired to our room to listen. Soon the sur- 
reptitious novel readers came; we heard the 
door creak on its hinges, then the shot be- 
gan to drop with a rattling crash into the 


pan. The two fellows bolted out of the 
passage, and ran down the hall leading to 
the school-room. This was more than we 


had bargained forand we tried to stop them, 
but they only went the faster. They met a 
to find out what the mat- 
ter was, but all he could get out of them was 
a disjointed account of how, as soon as they 
opened the door, the chost had beat the long 
roll and then chased them down the corri- 
dor. On coming up to investigate, how- 
ever, the empty shot-pouch, shot in the pan, 
and the stopper still secured to the door told 
the story, so our ruse didn’t work after all. 


“Gass” or “Soeas.” 


THe other day a Bismarck gentleman was 
coming up from Standing Rock and stopped 
to see a man who lives near the Cannon Ball 
river. In response to his knock on the door 
he heard a shrill, sharp ‘* Come in!” and 
upon entering found a sharp-faced, angular 
woman sitting in the room under an open 
scuttle-hole leading into the loft above with 
a shot-gun on her knee. 

‘*Is the gentleman of the house in? 
asked. 

‘é Yes, 


“é 


” he 
sir, he air.” 
Can I see him a moment?” 
No, sir, you can’t see a hide nor hair of 
"‘mi” 
‘Why can’t I, Madam? 
speak to him on business. 
**Tf you was a dyin’, and Jim war the only 
doctor in Dakoty, you couldn’t sot on eye on 
him till he gives in an’ talks decent. At 
dinner, a while ago, he told me to pass ’im 
the apple soss, an’ I tol’ him it wasn’t soss, 
but sass, an’ he said he knowed better, it 
was soss, an’ I tol’ him that when he tuke a 
notion that a apple sass’d feel soothin’ to his 
stomach to say so, an’ he said he’d have that 


Then I tol’ him I’d defend that 


sé 


I would like to 


SOsS OT die. 


sass with my life, an’ made a break for 
the shot-gun, an’ he made a break up 
through the scuttle inter the loft. When 


his senses come to him an’ he gives in that 
i kin cum down; but if he 
makes a break afore that, off goes the top of 
his head. Thar sets the sass, stranger, an’ 
thar’s Jim up in the loft, and that’s the way 
the matter stands just now, an I reckon 
you'd better mosey along an’ not git mixed 
into the row! ” 

As the gentleman moved away he heard 
her voice saying: ‘‘ Jim, when you git tired 


sass 1s sass, he 


| s . eo % ° ° ° 
o’ yer foolin’ an’ want this sass, jest squeal 


out!” And a gruff voice from the darksome 
garret responded: ‘‘ Soss!” — Bismarck 
Tribu ne. 





He Was Sure of It. 

YESTERDAY a doctor hitched his horse on 
Adams avenue, while he made a eall at a 
Woodward-avenue drug store. As he was 
concluding his errand there, a boy, 9 yeers 
old, came in and said: 

‘* Doctor, your horse is awfully skeered of 
fire crackers.” 

*“* Well, I don’t know.” 

‘* Oh, I’m sure of it!” 

**Tow can you tell?” 

‘Why, I threw one under his feet and he 
broke the strap and ran away.”— Detroit 


passed it through the keyhole, shut the | Free Press. 
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The Newport Hunter. 
A SOUTHERLY wind 
Now bring out the 
And swift 
In search of the anise seed ba 
Vacation season's 

The time of j y an 1 cheer, 

When peopl 


Or intail they please, 


ind “a ¢ loudy sky, 
hunting nag 
through the fields and woods we'll fly 
here, 


be ue h, be iat h, 


Awhile t take their ease 


Beyond the pestering bill collector’s reach, reach 
reach 


No 7 é Journal. 


Revenge is Sweet. 


n Philkins won her heart from me 
3 mut h enraged; 
But now, ha! ha! I am revenged 
ngaged! 
—Life. 





“Running” for the Presidency. 


*“YounG AMERICA” wants to know why 


we speak of a candidate * running ” for the 
Presidency. ‘The term has its origin, my 
son, ina famous Indian amusement ealled 


the gauntlet.” In this exciting 
national game the citizeus ranged themselves 
into two lines, facing each other, each free 
and independent voter and his wife being 
armed with clubs, hickory ‘* gads,” 
black-snake mule whips, and one thing and 
Down between these lines the can- 


‘running 


stones, 


another. 


didate started on the liveliest run his eager | 


do, and the citizens with great 


legs could 


enthusiasm kept him up to his work by let- | 


ting him have it whenever they could reach 
him as he sailed. Every time he received 
an unusual thump, that raised a welt like a 
stuffed snake or laid the hide open to the 
bone, or erected a prussian blue lamp as big 
go, the entire convention howled 
with delight and the delegates earnestly be- 
sought each other to give him another one 
just like it in the same place. If the candi- 
date got to the end of the course alive, every- 
body treated him with the greatest considera- 
tion, shook hands with him and asked him 
to have something with them, expressing not 
only their forgiving willingness, but their 
most magnanimous anxiety to have anything 
with him, and the man who had given him 
the awfullest lick, right across the misery, 
with a mahogany club trimmed with spikes, 
came right up and assured him that in all 
their differences of opinion during the cause 
he had ever maintained the profoundest re- 
spect and unselfish affection for the candidate 
personally, and was now willing to accept 
| the collectorship of Gnu Jahrk or the mis- 
| sion at Senzhames to prove it. 
** But you don’t see any similarity or con- 
| nection between that sort of thing and run- 
| ning for President?” 
‘* Young man, get thee to a kindergarten! 
| You have deceived me. You said in your 
| letter that you were eleven years old. 1 
that you are only three-and-a-half. Go! to 
a kindergarten go! ”—Bob Burdette. 


as a hen’s e: 


see 


** Look here, now,” exclaimed the young 
man, looking aghast at the mirror, ‘* you’ve 
gone and shaved off my moustache! would 
not have had it done for fifty doilars.” **I 
beg your pardon,” said the barber; ‘* but 
really, you know, I didn’t notice you wore 
Then the young man looked a great, 
awful look at that wretched barber and went 
out into the open air of day and longed to be 
a red-handed murderer.—Soston Transcript. 





THE JUDGE. 


The Kicker. 
From hot to cold, 
From cold to hot, 
Your ulster now unfold, 
To-morrow will be cold, 

And it will snow 
And it will blow, 
It’s just as like as not. 


Chicago Sun. 





After a Drink of Sweet Blood. 


““ WonpDeER if the Delaware school ma’ams 
are coming down here again this summer?” 
asked a Rehobath mosquito of the crop of 
83, addressing another of the crop of ’82. 

‘*] think it is understood they are,” an- 

| swered the mosquito addressed, scratching 
| the top of his head with his hind foot. 

‘* Well, Iam glad of it,” said the other, 
feeling his jig-saws to see if they were in 
order for the first arrival on the veranda, 
for it was out of business hours when this 

| conversation ocevrred. ‘*‘It makes me feel 


| like bursting forth in a gay song, something | 


like ‘ Wait ’Till the Clouds Roll By,’ to hear 
it. Honest ’skeeter, I haven’t sucked as 
sweet Blood since I was born as those pretty 

; school ma’ams shed for me last August.”— 
Middletown Transcript. 





Parasol Flirtation. 


| OPENING the parasol quickly, with the 
| point upward—You interest me. 

Opening with the point downward—Ac- 
quaintance would not be disagreeable to me. 


repelled. 

Closed and carried over the right shoulder 
—Beware of observers. 

Closed over the left shoulder — We are 
watched. 

Revolved slowly while open—I like you. 

Revolved rapidly—I love you. 

Used as a cane—You may walk with me. 

Laid across the lap.—You may sit by me. 

Carried under the right arm—Yes. 

Under the left arm—No. 

Swung point down in front—Kindly salu- 
tation. 

Moved perpendicularly while held open 
over the head—Good bye. 

Revolved opened behind the back—You 
follow me.—Christian at Work. 





A Dissatisfied Boarder. 

*‘Tr occurs to me, Mrs. Hendricks,” re- 
marked Dumley, as he came down late to 
breakfast, ‘‘that fried fish every morning 
for two weeks is a little bit too much of a 
good thing.” 

Yes,” acknowledged the landlady, 
“there is a good deal of sameness about fish, 
but there is nothing else in the market. Be- 
| sides, fish is good for the brain,” she added 
| brightly. 

** It is so claimed, I believe,” Dumley re- 
plied but oceasionly I prefer something good 
for the stomach.”— Philadelphia Call. 





**T am choost as full ash a bag of flour,” 
remarked an inebriate to a sober friend. 

‘There is a difference between you and 
a sack of flour, however,” 

‘*Whash ish difference? ” 

** When a sack is full it can stand up, but 
when you are full you can’t even lie down 
on the ground without holding on.—Tezxas 
Siftings. 





Good in It’s Place. 


THE onion is a homely plant, 





And rank as most that grows 
And yet it beats, to mix with soup, | 
The lily 


or the rose, 


— VY it Traveler. | 





The Wisdom of Experience. 


EXPERIENCE a weight of wisdom brings, } 
Old birds are shy of chaff 
A man won't waken up his sec 


To see the 


ond child 
infant laugh 


7 


Philadelphia Call. 
Not Always a Sign of Genius. 


NAPOLEON was bow-legged, Cmwsar had 


short legs, Hannibal had big heels and was 


| knock-kneed, but every stumpy, duck-legged, 


Closing similarly—Any advance would be | 





knock-kneed, flat-footed, long-heeled man 
you isn’t a combination of military 


genius, by a long shot.—Burlington Hawk- 
é ye. 


see 





Couldn’t Answer Direct. 

*“TDo you keep overcoats here?” he asked 
as he stopped in front of a clothing store. 

‘“* Of course—vhalk right in. I haf der 
best assortment in der hull State.” 

‘*T want to ask you a plain question 
I want a square answer.” 

“* Certainly.” 


and 


‘“‘ Have you an overcoat for $4?” 
‘“* Vhell, you see—you- o 
‘‘Never mind, now! I want a square 


answer to that question. Iave you an over- 
coat for $4?” 

‘¢ Vhell-——” 

‘‘Stop! Answer me, yes or no.” 

** My frent, I cant’ answer dot vhay. I 
haf some overcoats for $6, and if I can’t sell 
you one for $8 den maybe I come down to 
$4. Come in und we shplits der difference 
und calls it $7! ”—#2. 





An Example of Experience. 


“Ma, I saw a streak of thunder last 
week,” asserted one of the rising generation. 

‘* No, my boy, you did not see a streak of 
thunder. It was a streak of lightning,” was 
the mother’s response. 

‘““But I did see a streak of thunder. I 
saw it strike a tree. I know it was thunder, 
because our groceryman said so,” urged the 
urchin. 

‘¢ He ought not to have told you that, for | | 
he knew better. What did he say?” 

‘“Why, he was looking across the road 
when the tree was hit and he suid: 

*** Struck, by thunder!’ I guessheought | 
to know. He's older’n you.” And the | 
chubby customer walked away incensed at 





asked of the grocer. 
‘* Not any on hand just now, ma’am,” he 
replied. 
**Don’t you keep them?” | | 
“Well, I set out to, but I got discouraged. — | | 
1 
| 


the ignorance of women.—Waterloo Ob- 
server. | 
1 | 
None Now. | 
‘Have you evaporated apples?” she | 
| | 
| 


I rolled a barrel of Baldwins out in front | 
one morning and before noon half the lot | 

had evaporated and disappeared. I prefer | 
to deal in the solid fruit.” —£z. | | 
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A Practical Test. 


‘‘THE mind cure may be all right,” said 
Peajay, ‘‘ but do you suppose if I made up 
my mind that I had $50 in my pocket | 
would find it there?— Poston Post. 


A Great American Artist. 


“* Indeed ? 
eil at all.” 
“Oh, ves, he’s 


I never knew he used the pen- 


fine. C down 
dav and see him draw his salary. 
best thing he does. Boston Budget. 


Where Prevention is Better Than Cure. 


ome some 


It’s the 


black 


not 


> 
nt 
But 


into 


A Boston do¢ ter cures 
after 


a 
trouoile 


eyes. 
t 


to ret 


all, the best wav Is 
: , > he ) 
that creates black eyes.—/Rockland 


Gaze tle ° 
A Cruel Shock. 


DresseEpD for church she stood 
mirror 


before the 
If, and mentally 
served never had appeared more 
lovely. The candid critic, however, would 
have declared that her figure was not in just 
proportion, for she was very tall and thin, 
and her height seemed greater than it actual- 
ly was in consequence of a bunch of ostrich 
plumes that tiuwed in snowy masses over her 
hat. 

‘* Yes, I know I am handsome,” she said, 
**but I can’t help it;” and 
out, caught sight of her little 
ing in the doorway. 

‘* What are you doing there, Bob?” she 
asked, sharply. 

** Looking at you, Fanny,” 
artless child. 

‘“* What do you want to be 
for?” 

**’Cause you look just likea long-handled 
feather duster.” 

And sitting all alone in church that morn- 
ing she wondered how she would feel if Bob 
got the measles and died.—Brooklyn Eagle. 


hers ob- 


admiring 


that she 


turning to go 


brother stand- 


returned the 


staring at me 


Johnny’s Future. 


JOHNNY YERGER is a little boy who in- | 


variably makes a nuisance of himself when 
there is company at the Yerger mansion on 
Austin Avenue. 
disgraced the family by his precociousness 
before a whole room full of company: 

** Ma, will I be a man when I grow up?” 

‘** Yes, my son, if you are industrious and 
learn your lessons,” replied Mrs. Yerger, 
with dismal forebodings that the conversa- 
tion was not over. 

** But, suppose I’m lazy, then when I grow 
up will I be a woman like you, and have—” 

‘Johnny, will you, or will you not go to 
bed when I tell you to?” 
** But, ma, spose wa 

Mrs. Yerger pointed to the door and the 
company lost the bright ideas that were surg- 
ing through Johnny’s brain.—T7Zezas Sift- 
ings. , 


‘‘ Curt it short,” 
slid into a talkative barber’s chair: and the 
barber kept still as much as ten minutes try- 
ing to puzzle out whether he meant the re- 
marks or the hair.— Burlington Free Press. 


HEAVENS, but 
fash onable again. 


Hartford Post. 


croquet is to become 


This is too, too much.— 





Only a few nights ago he | 


said the customer, as he | 





Couldn’t Bluff George. 


GEORGE, dear, do you know papa doesn’t 
you very well?y 
“Oh, ye 8,” 
~~ And he has said that I 
you any at the house.” 
~ (Good for him,” replied the young man, 
heartily. 
“Ana.” 


ed face, ** 


like 
oe 

said George. 

musn’t receive 

more 


continued the girl, witha blanch- 
I hear him now in the woodshed 
untying the dog.” 

= Yes, I hear him: but he 
ribly in the dog’s light. 


| dog? 


is standing ter- 
Does he hate the 


: 
” No, George, dear, he hates you. But 
what in the world will you do?” You will 
surely have an encounter with the ferocious 


animal when you go out 
George smiled a superior smile and said: 


‘*My dear, as you know, I am a_ book 
agent. Mv income is derived ‘solely from 
selling books. This afternoon I sold the 


| editor of adaily an enclyclopedia, a pro- 
nouncing dictionary, a gazateer of natural 
history, and a bound volume of the New 
York Herald. It took me ten minutes, I 


shall spend five minutes with the dog. 


Did Not Lie. 


JACKSON was summoned to appear before 


the Court to give testimony in a case in 
which it was his interest to be identified. 
When the time of trial came, Jackson sent 


the following note to the Judge: 

‘Can’t come sah. IT’se lyin in bed wid 
er broken hip.” 

The next day a deputy sheriff saw Jackson 
on the street, arrested him, and him 
into Court. 

‘You trifling rascal,” said the judge, ‘{] 
ought to send you to the penitentiary.” 

‘‘Whut fur, Jedge? ” 

‘For lying to this Court.” 

‘*T didn’t lie to the Cou’t.” 

“You did. Said that you were lying in 
bed with a broken hip.” 

a I WuzZ, Jedge.” 

** How did you get well so soon?” 

“Oh, dar wa’nt nuthin’ de matter wid 
me.” 

‘Then you lied to the Court.” 

‘*Nor, sah, I hain’t. Myson broke his 
hip tuther day, an’ I was lyin’ in bed wid 
| him.” 

**Take the fool away.” 

**Thank yer, jedge. Dewhite folks doan 
un’erstan’ er thing till arter its ’splain’d, 
but den dey see it wid er mighty bright 
eye.” —Arkansaw Traveler. : 


took 


Tue governor of Alaska will 
$3,000 a year, and attorney general, secre- 
tary and treasurer $2,500 each. These sala- 
ries may seem small, but it should be re- 
membered that they will not have ice bills to 
pay. — Philad ph ia Call. 


‘Doctor, I came to see you about my 
|} younger brother.” 
| ‘** What is the matter with him?’ 
** One of his legs is shorter than the other, 
and he limps. Now what would you do in 
a case of that kind?” 

**T reckon I’d limp to.”— Texas Siftings. 


, 


Apovt two hundred different guide books 
to summer resorts have been received in this 
office. 
thing. We have been trving to think what 
it was for a month back, and it has just cc- 
curred tous that the only thing to make 


them a thing of beauty and a joy forever is 
| 


receive ' 





Hilarity in the Sanctum. 


‘¢THERE’S an article for you!” exclaimed 
the Penholder, admiringly, us the editor 
laid it down and went out for a brief glass 
of respi ‘‘T rather flatter myself that I 
will st t 








ir up the opposition this time.” 

‘Faugh! ’ snarled the Cedar Pencil, “ you 
seem to fancy that you have done it all.” 

‘** Hello, Stubby, is that you?” called the 
Penholder, mockingly. 

There was an old family feud existing be- 
tween the Cedar Pencil and the Holder, 
which broke out whenever occasion offered. 
Just now the Holder felt its importance and 


was inclined to be exasperatingly patroniz- 
iI 


lg. 
The Pencil turned a shade redder at the 
ference to its lack of strength. 

‘* Who are you, anyway?” it growled ina 
choaked voice, ; 

‘1?” airily returned the Pen-holder. 
**Oh, I’m the instrument that is mightier 
than the sword.” 


‘You? ” derisively 


sarcastic re 


y snorted the Pencil— 
“vou! Why, you have to be driven into 
your dirty pen every morning! ” 

“Well,” rted the Holder, *‘ I’d rather 
be a driven Holder than a Lead Pencil any 
day.” 

‘‘Taw! haw!” 


rete 


exclaimed the Paste-brush, 
‘very good that very rood, indeed. But I 
say,” it weut on, poking its hairy visage still 
further over the edge of the pot’ sé] say, 
why dont se 

‘**Oh, you go shave yourse snarled the 
Pencil, angered by its encounter with the 
Holder, and the Paste-brush sank back into 
the pot with a dull 

‘-If you don’t cease your clamor,” be gan 
the Scissors—the S« issors were the oldest in- 
habitants and gave themselves airs accord- 
ingly ‘if you don’t cease we'll cut both of 
you dead.” 

‘You couldn’t do that,” cried the little 
round-cornered Eraser, who always was giv- 
you couldn’t cut any- 


p99 
If! 


swash. 


ing somebody 
bodv.”’ 
‘Why not?” 


arub; °° 


the Scissors asked, in mild 


surpyr ise, 


<> Because,” returned the 
Eraser - 
dull.” 
And just when it looked as if something 
serious would happen and ink might flow, 
the editor came in, wiping the perspiration 
from his lips, and catching up the Pencil he 
nailed half-a-dozen political lines in the 
brief space of fifteen minutes, while the Pen 
lay passively and felt the corrosive 
iufluence of the ink eating into its very 
vitals. — Rockland Courver- Gazelle. , 


vivacious little 


you're too infernally 


. be cause 


back 


Mavup——‘‘ Wiy do you put wax on cham- 
pagne corks, Mr. Shyman?” 

Mr. Shyman—‘‘ To keep it.” 

‘ To keep it? ™ 

‘Yes; unless perfectly air-tight, the stuff 
becomes spoiled and won’t pop.” 

**Oh! was it your mother’s failure to wax 
you when yon were young that spoiled you?” 

**Spoiled me! ” 

**Yes; you won’t pop, either.” — Philadel- 


ph ia Call. 


They are very pretty, but lack some- | 


JosepH Cook calls himself a pandenomi- 
nationalist. He must be a Butler man.— 


Hartford Post. 


It is wonderful how proliffe the poets be- 
come during a campaign year, especially if 
there is a wet spring. A wet spring acts on 
poets as it does on squashes—it fills them 


| & pass accompanying each.— Brooklyn Times. | full of sap.—Atlanta Constitution. 
























































PICTURESQUE TOURIST ROUTE. 
Special Trains for 


Saratoga, Lake George, and Catskill Mountains, 


Tea Con] IITr 
¥¥ EST SHORE E ROU 
WILL THIS SU MMER 
Equal in Speed and Surpass in Comfort all other Routes 
of Travel. 


Tourists’ Tickets to All Resorts at Offices of West Shore Route. 
tr 
PULLMAN BUFFET PARLOR CARS 
Will run through between 


WASHINGTON, LONG BR ArO H, SARATOGA, LAKE GEORGE, 
NEW YORK, 





AND 
CATSKILL MOUNTAINS axp NIAGARA FALLS, 
Exclusively by the West Shore Route, 

g# See Time Tables in Daily Papers headed West Shore Route. 





<_< f 
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The Presidential Campaign has opened, and THe Sun is in- 
dispensable to all who would intelligently follow the course of 
the Canvass. The Daily Sun reaches, by fast mail or express, all 
points within 400 miles of New York during business hours on 
the day of publication. Your newsdealer will supply it promptly 
on order, or we will send it by mail at 0) cents a month. Address 

1. W. ENGLAND, Publisher “Tue Sun,” 
New York City. 





Columbia Bicycles 


CAPS AND TRICYCLES. 
















Send 3cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue 
THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO., 
597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
Branch House, 12 Warren street, New York 


Revolvers 
Ritfes; 


Freer +0 
Lange lil. treat Western 
Catalogue free. Gun w orks, Pittsburgh, Pa, 




















Peck & Snyder’s 


CELEBRATED TENNIS 
ALLS AND Barts. 


Our new Franklin Bat can- 
not be surpassed. Price, $5 5). 
We are sole makers of the Of- 
ficial Regulation Ball adopted 
by the U.8.N.L. T. Association, April 5, 1884, and by the 
Intercollegiate Association, May 6, 1884, Just published, 
the Playing Rule s of Lawn Tennis, 48 pages, with com- 
nlete Catalogue of Tennis outfits. Postpaid, vc. Stam 
Peck & Snyder, 126, 128, 130 Nassau St., N. y. 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Home Amusement. 

With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 


may be earned. §#~ VIEWS in stoc k, and made to order. 
Send for Catalogue. T you 





& iG, 
~ 185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square é Upright 


PIAWOS. 
Warerooms : 3 W. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 


Factory, N. E.-corner 1% st. and ist ave., New York. 








CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVE.,—OLVDEST 
Baby Carriage Fac tory in the world. Latest 
styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Woc 
CARRIAGES AND SPRINGS, 
indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co. of 2th st., Dr. 
Shrady and others, as pe rfect in construction, 
safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Velocipedes, 
Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bic ycles, &c. Whole. 
sale and Retail. Catalogues free. Open evenings. 
Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 
569 THIRD AVENUE, NEW YORK. 


Near 37th street. 





THE JUDGE. 


A BiGaAmist in Ireland was recently ac- 
quitted by reason of being ‘* insane on ma- 
trimonial engagements.” Send 


Utah.—Hartford Post. 


THOUSANDS of painted sparrows are sold 
in London for canaries, Wonder if John 
3ull will make fun of wooden nutmegs any 

ry: 7 
more.—Brooklyn Times. 


him to 


A Boston dentist is making artificial 
teeth for dogs. The bite of a dog with arti- | 
ficial teeth feels just like sitting on a paper 
of carpet-tacks with your best girl on your 
lap.—Paris Beacon. 


FERDINAND WARD is only 30 years old, 
but he succeeded in borrowing $17,000,000. 
It is perfectly proper, therefore, that he 
should be locked up and give other borrow- 
ers a chance.— Boston (lobe. 


‘* AN American lady married to an Italian 
prince a year ago has left him.” We suspect 
her fortune became exhausted, and she was 
too high-toned to go out scrubbing and wash- 
ing to support him.— Norristown Herald. 


HEELER—“ Well, general, our party seems 
to be looming up, and I think we can get 
you in somehow.” B. F. B.—** Excuse me, 
but to what party do you belong?” Heeler 
—‘* Why, the greenback.” B. F. B.—‘‘Oh! 
Yes, we are doing splendidly.” — Boston Post. 


A DOLLAR is very valuable in these times. 
A man who had to leave his office, and was 
expecting a caller to pay him some money, 
left this notice on his door: ‘‘I have gone 
out for half an hour. Will be back soon. 
Have been gone twenty minutes already.” — 
Boston Globe. 








Mexican Eprtor—‘‘ How many murders 
to-day?” Reporter—‘‘ Only six, sir.” Ed- 
itor—‘‘ Only six; we can’t go to press in this 
manner. Run down to the plaza and see if 
you can’t scare up three or four more; hur- 
ry now.”—Brooklyn Times. 


“< For heaven’s sake, how much more are | 
you going to eat of that salad? You've put 
away a half-gallon of it already.” 


what I said.”—Bos- 


Fender- 
son—‘‘ Nonsense, I’ve only eaten a mouth- 
ful.” 


Fogg—‘‘ That’s 
ton Transcript. 


Franklin Square Lithographic Co, 


—— STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS:—— 


FINE COLOR WORK A SPECIALTY. 
PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHIC /REPRODUCTIONS. 
Estimates Carefully ?repared. 


324, 326 and 32! Pearl St., 
——NEW YOR i— 


CATARR Hi 








Hay Fever 


My brother Myron and myself 
were both cured, to all appear 
ance, of Catarrh and Hay Fever 
last July and August. Up to this 
date, Dec. 28, neither have had 
any return of these troubles. 
Ely’s Cream Balm was the medi 
cine used, GArRiEL Ferris, Spen 


cer, Tioga Co., N. Y 
Apply into the nostril 


Ely’s Cream Balm is a rem 
edy founded on a ec 
sis of this disease, 


rrect diagno 
and can be de 
pended upon 
X) cents at druggists; 60 cents by mail. Sample bottle by 
mail 10 cents. 


ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y. 


Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will help 
all, of either sex, to more money right away 

1 than anything else in this world. Fortunes 


await the workers absolutely sure. At once 
address Trur & Co., Augusta, Maine. 








loubled within 90 





PROFITABLE INVESTMENT—Each $ > 
A days; loss impossible. Hinsdale City, edjvining beautiful 
Gis arden City ena Creedmoor Kifle Range—several thousand 
building tom surrounding de Bot & $180 each; monthly ith ayments $5 
each; prices advanced monthly ‘ottages $10 mone ily up. Cir- 
culars of R. WiLson, Attorney, 335 Sroaler ay, 


POCKET MOSQUITO BAR. 


(Holden’s Patent.) 

No discomfort in wearing day or 
night. No trouble to put on m- 
venient to carry Try one, h.. - you 
are mosquito proof, 

Sample by mail, @1. Worth @1 per 
day in mosquito season. 


THOS. KANE & CoO., 
CHICAGO, ILL. 














Send $1, $2, $3, or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer 
ica, put up elegantly, and strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. 

Refers to all Chicago. 

GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago, 


Address, 





U.S. PLAYING CARDS. 


THE MOST PERFECT GOODS EVER OFFERED. 


INDEXED, ROUND CORNERS. 














J) IMPROVED ROOT BEER 


Package, 25c. Makes 5 gallons of a delic 


HIRES 


receipt of 25c. 


sone sparkling and wholesome beverage. 
Sold by all Druggists, or sent by mail on 
. Philadelphia, Pa. 


. E. Hires, 48 N. Del. Ave. 
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SPORTSMAN’S, 





EVERY PACK IN NICE IBOXx. 
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TT. &. BRANDS: 


TIGERS, 


The Russell & Morgan Printing 
Sixth Street, Eggleston 


TOURIST'S, 
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Co.’s New Playing Card Factory, 
Avenue, and Lock Street. 


SPORTSMAN’S AND ARMY AND NAVY. 


The Best Cards ever made anywhere or at any price. 


VICTOR E. MAUGER, General Agent, Cincinnati, O. 
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THE POLITICAL GARDEN OF EDEN. 
Nancy William Curtis Eve tempting the independent Adam. 





